CHAPTER IV

THE DEATH OP "KING CAUCUS**

ON a bracing November afternoon in 1821 Jackson
rode up with his family to the Hermitage free for
the first time in thirty-two years from all responsi-
bility of civil and military office. He was now
fifty-four years old and much broken by exposure
and disease; the prospect of spending the remainder
of his days among his hospitable neighbors on the
banks of the Cumberland yielded deep satisfaction.
The home-loving Mrs. Jackson, too, earnestly de-
sired that he should not again be drawn into the
swirl of public life. "I do hope," she wrote plain-
tively to a niece soon after her return to the Her-
mitage, "they will leave Mr, Jackson alone. He is
not a well man and never will be unless they allow
him to rest. He has done his share for the country.
How little time has he had to himself or for his own
interests in the thirty years of our wedded life.
In all that time he has not spent one-fourth of his